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What is the key tofameand success? To happiness and 
fulfillment? To prestige and power? Since ancient days, 
wise men have debated those questions. "Truth,” said 
Plato. "Knowledge," cried Aristotle. “The limited hangout 
route," asserted Nixon. “Dimples, dry armpits, and your 
very own demented corn muffin,” insisted Fabotnik. 

But now we know the truth: Plato, Aristotle, Nixon, and 
Fabotnik were dumb and stupid and didn't know the cos¬ 
mos from a hole in the ground! 

The way to gain mastery of life, the solution to all per¬ 


sonal problems is ... MONEY! 

The key to fame and success is the same one that 
opens your local bank vault. Ancient truths and guarded 
wisdoms aren’t worth beans without a buck to back 'em 
up. Ask yourself, whom do you respect more—the 
poverty-stricken wise man or the filthy-rich dumbo? 

Write today for our free* brochure. Learn how you, too, 
can unlock the door to personal satisfaction for your 
lifetime, your children's, their children's, their children's 
... and so on into eternity. 


THE ROCKI CRUCIANS (AMOCO) 


WASHINGTON, D.C. 


Okay, Nelson, shoot the works! Send me your pamplet, "Immortality Through Trust Fund Annuities." If I'm not completely satisfied, I I 
sue! (See. I'm learning already) 


Address 


_ State_ 


Check the kind of rich you want to be! □ Clean 


□ Soiled 


Q Filthy 


□ Super¬ 



'll you believe anything s tree don’t bother writing. 


Writer: STEVE GERBER Artist: ROBERT GRAYSMITH 
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Your latest issue (#9) was, as usual, 
funnier than Cracked, Sick, and even 
Mad. Reading comics for more than 10 
years, I was quite familiar with the ad on 
your inside front cover. I'd read the rest 
of the mag twice before I realized it was 
a take-off. It was so close to the original 
visually that I never really looked at it at 
first, but when I did, like Ha Ha. .. and a 
double Ha Ha. 

Will Eisner's Guide to You-Know- 
What (this is a family mag, I thought) 
was more fact than funny. It was all true, 
in a funny way. Politickles made me 
wonder whether or not, as you said ear¬ 
lier, Ford was a better idea. The wres¬ 
tling guide was hilarious. "Moosekind," 
as usual, was one of the best history 
features ever seen in CRAZY, while 
"Underground Almanac" was weird, 
man, but finny .. . uh, I mean funny. 

The best feature, in my opinion, was 
“Ramblings of a Crazyman." Believe it 
or not, it made sense to me! Whoever 
wrote that is almost weird enough to 
write Man-Thing or The Defenders. It 
was funny, relevant, serious, satirical, 
abstract, right-on, and most important of 
all. educational. I know Steve Gerber 


Extra! Extra! Stop the presses! No, 
wait! Don't! Keep 'em rolling! If we stop 
em, this magazine will never get printed 
and nobody’ll ever know what we're 
shouting "extra!' about, right? What 
do you mean, “calm down?” I'm calm? 
Isn’t I? Isn’t you? What isn't you? No, no 
—not your sweater! That's definitely 
you! Don't get wise with me! I know the 
creepers are watching! I know we’ve 
been bugged! You can’t fool part of me 
part of the time and all of me others, 
can you? Ah, ha! I thought not! I don't 
care if it’s CLASSIFIED TOP-SECRET 
EYES-ONLY INTELLIGENCE! I'm 
gonna reveal it anyway, aren't we? I 
thought so! 


Between CRAZY #10 and sometime 
yesterday afternoon, Marvin Wolfman 
was appointed President of the United 
States because no one elected him! 
Thus, the vacancy left in the White 
House since Nixon's election has been 
filled at last! 

Marv's appointment to the presi¬ 
dency, however, left another, far more 
important vacancy to be filled. Some¬ 
body had to be named editor of CRAZY 
Magazine. We searched high and low 
for somebody named “Editor," but ap¬ 
parently the popularity of that name has 
dropped off in recent years, so we 
started looking for somebody named 
“Yezdigerd" instead. When that second 


wrote this, because it closely matched 
the style of that page of prose in 
Man-Thing #12. By all means, keep 
Gerber writing. In my opinion, his humor 
is the funniest and most meaningful in 
your magazine. The Nebbish story was 
also relevant and funny, too. You guys 
better quit this relevant stuff. A humor 
mag that actually has intelligence? Why, 
that's. . .CRAZY!!! 

JEFF SILVA 
P.O. Box 36 
Lakeview, Wa. 98491 

Is this what you were afraid of 
Wolfman? Huh? Huh? That 
somebody’d finally recognize my tal¬ 
ent? That for once I wouldn't be 
shunted aside and thrown tothefloor 
and stepped on by you guys? What 
do you mean, "calm down?" 


I thought your guide to wrestling was 
hilariously stupid. Keep up the good 
work. 

KEVIN DAVIS 
1591 Rammillo 
Long Beach, Ca. 

If you thought our guide was 
stupid, you should only watch the 
real thing! 

CRAZY #9 was fantastic. Especially 
"The Nebbish." No other humor mag 
has ever done an article like that. The 
handling of Alf Oldman and Nebbie was 
superb. Keep this as a continuing series 
in CRAZY. It's the best thing you have 
done. The rest of the mag was good, too. 
Except ' Mooses." I hate that article. I 
don't know why; I just do. 

CHRIS POWELL 
Phoenix, Arizona 


Maybe you’re allergic? Maybe long 
ago in your chHdhood your mother 
spanked you with an antler? We sug¬ 
gest you consult a doctor at once, 
because we checked, and everybody 
else in the whole world thinks 
mooses are funny. (You don’t think 
deer are funny, do you? That’s a bad 


sign.) y 

■ *«* 



I got my first CRAZY Magazine today. 
It is really funny. I don’t care what any¬ 
body says, you have the best magazine! 
I really enjoyed "Chinesetown." I hope 
some stores around here get your 
magazine. 

RUSSELL RICH 
3005 W. Robson 
Tampa, Fla. 33614 

They'd better—or we'll get them! 
The dreaded Hawaiian Revenge 
Squad is at the ready to descend on 
any magazine dealer who’d deign to 
dare not to be dumb! (Mr. Retailer, 
you have been warned.) 
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manhunt also failed, publisher Stan Lee 
cried out, “I don’t care anymore! Find 
me anyone! Even a Stephen!" Success 
loomed before us at last. 

We located one Stephen Ross Gerber 
through his roommate, the late Dr. Rabis 
Q. Fabotnik, in his tacky apartment at 
the Juicy Arms Rent-A-Cubicle. We 
asked him if he’d be willing to change his 
name to Editor or Yezdigerd. He de¬ 
clined, but we hired him anyway. 

His oath of office (even though the 
company won't give him an office) was 
administered early in January. In his in¬ 
augural address, Mr Gerber pledged: “I 
will adopt a pet moose and name him 




Tell me something about Nebbish N. 
Nebbish. How old is he? What is his IQ? 

GREG KNAPP 
(no address given) 

No man knows for certain. But 
we re almost positive his age and IQ 
are the same number. 

I have a couple of questions to ask 
you: (1) Do you think your mag will ever 
become as popular as Mad? (2) Where 
do you dream up all that garbage you 
print in CRAZY Magazine? 

I am not signing my name, because I 
know you’d say something insulting 
about it. 

ANONYMOUS 
(no address given) 



Yezdigerd after the talented Bob Foster. 
I will dress as a Crazy Lady on Thurs¬ 
days and assume standard orbit around 
Lee Marrs. I will say nice things about 
Brooklyn and even New Jersey to keep 
Marie Severin and Stu Schwartzberg 
happy I will read Mindship, because 
Gerry Conway wrote it. I will not get fresh 
with Gerry’s wife, Carla Conway. I will 
have the names Rodewalt, Freas, 
Graysmith, Martin, Stevens, Eisner, and 
Cardy tatoood on the bottom of my right 
foot. I will lay down my life to defend Sol 
Brodsky, Lenny Grow, and Stan 
Lee—but if I die, don't expect me to 
make the deadline. I will love, honor, and 



You're right. You’ve got a dumb 
name. And your address is even 
more ridiculous. But we’ll answer 
your questions anyway: 

(1) We already are. The only reason 
they sell ten times as many copies is 
that everybody who works there has 
thousands of generous relatives. ( 2 ) 
In Poughkeepsie, mostly. 

I have read every fabotnik ish of 
CRAZY ever since the first furshlugginer 
mess first came out. I love my CRAZY. I 
take good care of every ish and always 
respect each page. I would never hurt 
my CRAZY. In fact, I have stopped hav¬ 
ing affairs with other humor mags and 
devote myself 99-44/100% to it. (The 
other 66/100% is devoted to paper air¬ 
plane collection.) 

Normally, I never write to any 
magazines concerning humor. In fact, I 
swore to John Denver that I wouldn't 
write to magazines concerning humor 
until I got married. But I looked in the 


cherish Marv Wolfman, Michele Wolf- 
man, and Bruce Carlin. I won’t tell any¬ 
one in Jackson, Missouri, what Roy 
Thomas is doing in that massage parlor 
on 42nd Street. I will honor my mother 
and father. But I'll never sell my dog!" 

Mr. Gerber's photograph appears on 
this page. Look quickly. Prolonged star¬ 
ing may be hazardous to your mental 
health. Incidentally, this is the first time 
he ever got his photo in this mag, even 
though Marv, Stan, Roy, Tony Isabella, 
Don McGregor and lots of other people 
had their pictures here months earlier. 
Why, Marv? What were you afraid of, 
huh? What do you mean, “calm down?” 


mirror the other day (God rest his soul) 
and thought I'd better do it now before I 
decompose into a pile of Meow Mix. 

What sparked me to write was that 
there “The Nebbish" in #9. You’re right. 
You guys is definitely original. I haven't 
seen anything that original since a cer¬ 
tain albino gorilla in our neighborhood 
powdered chalk on her face and leaned 
on the chalkboard. (God rest his soul.) 

Therefore, you might be pleased that I 
have created another original humor 
magazine that I'm selling to your com¬ 
petitors. It’s called, “DUMB, The 
Magazine that Dares to Be Crazy.” It's 
loaded chock-full of original garbage 
such as: ‘The History of Raccoonkind, ’ 
“Just Everyday Common People," 
“Dumb's Dumbest Cassette-Recorded 
Program," “Station Identifications that 
Drive You to Cleveland,” “Polly Fickles ’ 
(parrot jokes), etc. And ‘LITTLE 
NAMES*. We have tons of ‘LITTLE 
NAMES', such as Paul Williams, Mickey 
Rooney, Jimmy Osmond, Mason 
Reese, and Pamelyn Ferdin. 

Look out, Wolfman. (God rest his 
soul.) 

RALPH SNONKLEBONK 
520 East Hrd. Rd. 

Chester, Va. 23831 

You know, Ralph, you have a dumb 
name, too, just like Anonymous. 
(Sheesh!) 


What do you mean, 
“calm down?” 

I’ve got to write to: 

TAKE A LETTER TO CRAZY 
CRAZY Magazine 
575 Madison Avenue 



Crazy now presents its comments on the recent wave of dull, tasteless 
“disaster movies” coming out of Hollywood. Certain major film studios 
already plan to retaliate by making “magazine disaster” films—featuring 
actors trapped inside dull, tasteless parodies such as ... 


Steve McQueasy 
The man who knew 
too much 


Paul Noonan 
The man who knew 
too little 


WiHiam Holdit 
The man who asked 
no questions 


Richard Chamberlaid 
The man who wanted 
no questions asked 


Ernest Bugnine Shelly Withered 

Two people in the wrong disaster movie 


Charlton Peston 
Sort of in the right 
Hk , disaster movie 


Leonid Brezhnev 
as Himself 


A movie about earthquakes and fire drawn 
in the revolutionary new process - 


and introducing Kareem Abdul- 
C, Jabbar as The Building 


Jack Jones sings the haunting ballad 
"THIRD DEGREE BURNS" 


Writer: STU SCHWARTZBERG Artist: VANCE RODEWALT 
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Well, I've been hearing some 
disturbing things about this 
building. Rumors about inferior 
construction materials, 
kickbacks and... what was 
that sound? 


Say... this isn’t No. 86 Extra 
Duty wiring. It's more like No. 9 
extia thin spaghetti. Hey! It is 
spaghettil 


That's right, Noonan. I specified the use of thin cooked 
spaghetti in place of real wire. Yeah, well, the same to 
you, nit-picker! Nit-picker Noo-nan, Nit-picker Noo-nan, 
nyahh nyahh..._ _ 


Mr. Holdit, your 
junior partner has 
gone and wired 
the Flammable 
Building with 
spaghetti. Now I 
know he's your 
son-in-law, but... 


If the spaghetti 
bothers you, 
don't look too 
closely at the 
fire exits. 


If it's any of your business, the 
money saved was used to 
purchase other things. What? 
Never mind what other things! 


They're just 
pictures of 
doors. Saves a 
lot on knobs, 
hinges, etc. 


Meanwhile, in a storage room on the 543rd floor, the unstable 
properties of thin cooked spaghetti set in motion the 
_Gotterdammerung that is to follow! 


That night, a gala party is held on the 702nd floor of the 
Flammable Building to celebrate its opening. 
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In the Fire Detection Center of the Flammable 
Building— 


Meanwhile, the fire methodically takes its toll. 


These skyscraper fires are impossible to deal 
with! What this building needed was more 
fire exits, better sprinkler systems and wiring 
_ with a lower pasta content! 


Never mind that 
now! My seismograph 
shows an earthquake 
is heading this way! 


Steve McQueasy, 
Paul Noonan and 
Charlton Peston! 


Sheeeet! I knows 
there's a fire 
somewhere in the 
building, but I 
jes' can't seem to 
pinpoint it! 


Hey! This is 
a pictuie of 
a fire exit! 


I won't lot senseless panic 
ruin my party. I've told them 
this is a Bicentennial Minute- 
the burning of British ships in 
Boston Harbor. 


Suddenly, a tall, thin 
earthquake hits the 
Flammable Building! 


To heighten the 
realism of this 
film, have a 
construction 
worker use his 
jackhammer near 
your ear while 
you sit on a hot 
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Say, isn't that Robert Wagner, the 
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bears no resemblance to his wife? 

























We re cut off from the 
stairs below. We'll 
have to rig up 
something so we can 


Its not hanging flown tar enough. I tninK 
we gonna need maybe your bras and 
panties just to make extra extra certain. 


You women take off 
your pantyhose. We 
can tie them all 
together and slide 
down. Also, take off 
your dresses just to 
make sure we have 
enough material. 


There are water tanks on the floor 
above the fire. If you guys can blow 
them up with this here dynamite, the 
water may douse the fire and save a lot 


There go 
the water 
tanks! 

































































"You're right. I 
really screwed it up, 
didn't I?' 
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Don’t Hold Your Breath , 
, but... 


"You look so tired. 
You must work so hard. 
And I'm just a doddering, 
useless old fool. 

You sit down." 
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"... and we in the south have 
made substantial progress in 
race relations. But since you 
asked—yes, I'm a bigot." 


m 


nr 


"A careful 
examination of 
our records shows 
that you have 
overpaid in 
the amount 


"As I see it, Mr. Brown, 
the only solution to your 
problem is suicide." 


TELEPHONE,INC. 

—. 575 MAPI 

_ \ N.Y.C. 
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Writer: GERRY CONWAY Artist: VIC MARTIN 



















News from around the world, around the nation, 
around the corner, and under the table. 


BEIRUT, LEBANON: Shiek Rafatz Kaboof was arrested 
early this morning during an alleged break-in at 
the Beirut Hilton . Kaboof claimed he was only 
stealing towels in which to wrap his camel prior to 
shaving the animal. Kaboof stated that he took 
these desperate measures only because all the 
stores were closed at this early hour and Bambi 
needed her shave right away . . . 


LONDON, ENGLAND: British Bobbies, who for decades 
have refused to carry firearms because they 
believe unarmed police are a deterrent to violent 
crime, took another monumental step today in 
innovative crime prevention. They havebegun 
walking their patrols completely naked. 
Sociologist Kipyard Rudling stated that this plan 
was implemented after a study revealed that in the 
100-year history of the Bobbies, not one officer 
had everbeenkilled while on nude patrol. The 
wearing of shoes will be left to the individual 
officer ' sdiscretion, headded. 


HAIR LIP, ONTARIO, CANADA: History was made her e 
yesterday when Kenneth Bratyme , a student at the 
Hair Lip College for Oral Surgery, broke the 
Canadian record for beaver-swallowing-in-a- 
phone—booth . Bratyme swalled 137 and also called 
his mother to let her know he'dbelate for dinner . 
Afterward, Bratyme was unavailable for comment, 
because he was too busy scratching his esophagus . 


LONDON, ENGLAND: UPDATE . . . UPDATE . . . Scotland 
Yard reports a rash of sex killings erupted early 


Writer: BRUCE CARLIN 


PEORIA, ILLIONIS : No news today . City closed for 
Founders 1 Day. 




this morning across London . The Yard states that 
bodies of nude Bobbies are turning up in major 
traffic areas, that all the officers had been 
struck by cars, and that their bodies were 
stripped and leftinthestreets. The Yard ruled 
out the possibility that one man might be 
responsible because , "the method of operation 
varies," according to Inspector Dudley Rudge . 
"Sometimes the killer leaveshisvictim's shoes 
on; other times, they are taken with the rest of the 
clothing." 

NOAH, ARKANSAS: Robert Wifdrab, a construction 
worker from Little Rock, twelve miles north of 
Noah, reported a weird chain of events which led to 
his hospitalization this morning at the Little 
Rock Institution for the Mentally Bewildered . 
Wifdrab alleged thatwhenhe got inhis car todrive 
to work, just ashe has done everyday for 18years, 
a stranger claiming to be a police of ficer 
commandeered Wifdrab and his car , ordering him to 
drive into downtown Little Rock and ram his car 
into a police car parked at a restaurant. Then, 
Wifdrab claims , he was instructed to drive along 
the sidewalk, knocking down parking meters and 
pedestrians'. After several blocks , Wifdrab was 
told to leave his car, sit on the roof, and scream 
until another officer came to take him to another 
car which would then take him to work. Under heavy 
sedation, according to his doctors, Wifdrab told 
the press he would gladly do it all again if 
requested, because he believes in law and order 
and supports his local police. The Little Rock 
Police Department has denied any such activity was 
sanctioned by their office and has suggested that 
perhaps it was the State Police or theCIAwhoput 
Wifdrab through this harrowing and apparently 
pointless experience. 

OXNARD, FRANCE: A new sport was invented in Oxnard 
this morning when Louis DuBois became ill at his 
office and upchucked his breakfast. Other office 
workers applauded and decided to see who could 
regurgitate the greatest distance . The new 
sport, aptl y named "Throwing the Breakfast, " is 
already becoming the hottest fad in France , and a 
movement is underway to stimulate international 
competition . As DuBois put it, "Ze sport zhould be 
very popular inzeU.S. , zincenoonecanholdonto 
zose Breakfast Squarze too long, no? Oui? 
Och-la-la! UpzhuckCity!" 






CONSUMER*^ 

CONFIDENTIAL 


Mother's Day is just around the corner and if you're looking for something different for Mom, look no further. CRAZY 
magazine's resident consumer advocate PETUNIA BEGONIA has found some nifty items that any Mom would be happy to get. 



CHOCOLATE COVERED 
COTTAGE CHEESE 

for the diet-conscious 


WASHING MACHINE with a 
television window, so Mom can 
watch her favorite "SOAP" OPERA 
while she does the laundry. 


O ^ WAMaaaah! 


THE INDEX PURSE, for the organized mother. 


THE EXPANDO 
PURSE, the purse 
that expands as 
you put more 
things into it. 
For the mother 
who has 
everything and 
wants to take it 
with her. 
Optional wheels 
on the bottom 
for easy 
mobility. 


THE SPIGOT PURSE 

for thirsty mothers 
and kids. 


WRITER: BOB FOSTER 













StH! 


THE STEAM VACUUM CLEANER (wood-burning) for the fuel-conscious mother. 


fttocK! 


THE WIG-DRYER, the wig you wear 
to dry your hair. 


THE WIG-MOP, the wig with a special attachment so it can be used 
as a mop. 



■jRpi| : 

THE INFLATABLE BURT REYNOL 

-type "B"-"complete" wil 

DS DOLL (TYPE "A") Not shown 
:h optional alternate nozzle. 








Thrills! Chills! Danger! Action! 

Suspense! Basic dumbness! 
You’ll find everything you’d pay 
big bucks to see in the movies 
right here in ... 


mmm 
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Writer & Artist: JOHN STEVENS 
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NOW SHOWING 




























You’ve heard of Poor Richard’s Almanac .. . The Farmer’s Almanac . . . the Associated Press 
Almanac . . . those yearly guides jam-packed with useful facts, weather forecasts, wise say¬ 
ings, advice on planting and harvesting, down-home humor, and folksy stuff like that. Well, 
CRAZY thinks it’s about time our readers had their own almanac, relevant to the lifestyle of 
maniacs and weirdos like you and us. And so, here and now, we proudly present the very first 
installment of... __ _ 
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YOUR LE«URgJ*OY WAT^MEY0«-V|aaT E «5 N . 

edited and comp;i-ED the und6RGR0UWD _ 


Writers: BRUCE CARLIN, CARLA CONWAY, GERRY CONWAY, STEVE GERBER Artist: MARIE SEVERIN 
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IN SICKNESS AND IN HEALTH... 

How to tell if you're sick and places to go if you're not 


DISEASE OF THE 
MONTH 

This month, we focus on one of 
the strangest diseases known to 
medical science. If you get a mild 
case, you need a serious operation. 
If the operation goes smoothly, 
without complications, you almost 
die. And thus far, the most effec¬ 
tive cure known is not available in 
any hospital. 

The disease is called phlebitis. 

Its symptoms are easily recog¬ 
nizable even by the layman. It be¬ 
gins with a swelling of the left leg 
which then mysteriously causes 
severe defects in character judg¬ 
ment by the afflicted individual. 
The victim may totally innocently 
choose con men and political in¬ 
competents as his closest as¬ 
sociates. In his delusions, he may 
not even be certain whether or not 
he is a crook. Lapses of memory 
are not an uncommon symptom. 
The gaps may even be contagious, 
infecting not only the victim’s as¬ 
sociates but also household ap¬ 
pliances such as file cabinets, 
shredding machines, and tape re¬ 
corders. 

m 


The causes of phlebitis vary. It 
may sometimes be caused by an 
inflammation of veins in the lower 
extremities, but some doctors be¬ 
lieve that fear of criminal prosecu¬ 
tion and an intense desire not to 
testify in court may also be con¬ 
tributory factors. 

Suggested cures are as hotly de¬ 
bated as the causes of the disease, 
but most medical men seem to feel 
that a full pardon will almost al¬ 
ways aid in the patient’s recovery. 
If the patient is too honest to ac¬ 
cept such a pardon (unlikely), and 
the disease progresses unchecked, 
the only known cure is a secret 
plan for suicide with honor. 


HEAL THYSELF AND 
SAVE 

Many medical advances have 
evolved from primitive treat¬ 
ments which were previously 
considered "folk medicine.” These 
home cures are still widely prac¬ 
ticed for such ailments as hiccups 
and sore throats, but the Under¬ 
ground Almanac’s resident witch 
doctor, Gagaloo M’numbo 
N’jumbo, has unearthed many 
more forgotten remedies for a wide 
variety of afflictions. Herewith, 
some of those absolutely reliable 
cures: 

For broken bones: lie abso¬ 
lutely still for six weeks ingesting 
only a mixture of peanut butter 
and flour. ... . 


For gastric ulcers: hang by 
your legs from a tree branch in 
December and sing out loud the 
third verse of the "Battle Hymn of 
the Republic” in Yiddish. 

For acne: rub a poultice of 
poison ivy leaves and crushed 
walnuts in mayonnaise on the in¬ 
fected area and kiss a raccoon. 

For water on the knee: 
submerge your knee in catsup and 
slowly rotate your body for ap¬ 
proximately one hour. Every fif¬ 
teen minutes, add six ounces of 
banana flavoring and a maple leaf 
to the catsup. Continue until the 
cows come home. 

For headache: wrap your en¬ 
tire head in the skin of an alligator 
(use a length of hollow reed to 
breathe) and sit in a room of old 
men who are talking about letters 
from their grown-up children. If 
this fails, uncover your eyes and 
ask to see snapshots of the grand¬ 
children; don’t look if they are 

ugly- 

For earache: soak hand oppo¬ 
site aching ear in salt water for 
fifteen minutes. Stuff ear with old 
chicken bones, hold your nose, and 
blow. 

For navel itch: scratch it. 


First National McRonald’s 
Eat-a-Thon. When: May 22. 
Where: Emergency Room, Chi¬ 
cago General Hospital, Chicago, 
Ill. This event provides an op¬ 
portunity for McRonald’s-lovers 
to meet in face-to-face competition 
to determine who can devour the 
greatest volume of junk food 
within a specified time. Events in¬ 
clude: hamburgers, Big Racs, 
fries, McRonaldland Cookies, 
wrappers, and a special new 
category, Donald McRonald dolls. 
Prizes range from free stomach 
pumping (or gift certificates for 
same) to complete funerals. Re¬ 
servations required. Phone 
1-800-BIG-RACS or write 
McRonald’s Eat-a-Thon, 14 Bil¬ 
lion Soy Bean Drive, Stale Bun, 
Colorado. 


HEY, MAN-WHAT’S 
HAPPENIN’? 


Feeling good? Then attend one 
of these events scheduled for the 
near future which are predestined 
to change the course of history. (Or 
so says Kahlil.) 

23rd Annual Convention, 
Amalgamated Brain Surgeons 
of Peoria. When: June 12-15. 
Where: Mellish Hotel, 326A 4th 
Street, Brooklyn, New York. This 
three-day convention of ABSOP 
members is a forum for discussion 
of significant breakthroughs 
(through skulls, mostly) achieved 
during the past year. Featured for 
1975, Dr. Memo Tossick’s reading 
of his thesis, "Frontal Lobotomy 
on $5 a Day.” Admission is free to 
surviving former patients. 

Championship Fight. When: 
July 1. Where: Woltrot School 
playground, 15 Folz Street, Wol¬ 
trot Arkansas. Billy-Bob Cantrell 
will battle Jamie Dundale in a 
grudge bout arising from an inci¬ 
dent in the school cafeteria involv¬ 
ing a ham sandwich and a twinkie. 
Admission is free , 






CRAZY’S Underground Almanac 


RATE-A- 

SOMETHING 


A Comparative Guide to Institutions of 
Higher Learning and Toad Entertainment 


WHERE TO WATCH FROGS 

Once extremely popular with 
the clergy, the American Frog has 
in recent years declined both in 
usage and appeal among the mid¬ 
dle class for reasons which remain 
both obscure and unappetizing. 
During the past few months, how¬ 
ever, toads have found a new audi¬ 
ence for their peculiar abilities: 
the pre-school young and the men¬ 
tally bewildered. Since market re¬ 
search has shown the Almanac’s 
readership to consist mainly of the 
latter group, we're devoting this 
month’s Rate-A-Something to a 
study of nightclubs and bars in the 
New York and San Diego areas 
where Frog Acts are available for 
your perusal. 

Chino’s Cha-Cha-Cha House for 
the Pre-School Young, 15001 
Drool Street, San Diego, Calif.: 
During the 'fifties, Chino’s 
featured acts of a salacious nature, 
in which Accountants attempted 
to make love onstage to doors, 
pencil sharpeners, telephones, and 
bars of Lava soap. Several times 
during this period, Chino's was 
busted by the San Diego Police 
under State Code 394HG12 pro¬ 
hibiting 'acts of a salacious nature 
involving strippers, dogs, or ac¬ 
countants.” Chino’s reopened in 
1972 as a respectable nightclub, 
catering to the nursery school 
crowd. Its respectability didn’t 
last long. Its doors were closed 
again two nights later during a 
performance by "Madame Foo-Foo 
and her Trained Accountants.” 
When the owners were released 
from jail this fall, they sold the 
club to a New Zealand aborigine, 
Farz Hopsod, who introduced the 
popular Frog Performances. 
Chino’s has been doing good busi¬ 
ness ever since, and we’d rate it a 2 
on a rising scale of 1 to 10, primar¬ 
ily because the management was 
too cheap to supply free dogs with 
each meal to keep the Frogs off the 
tables. 

TheBiloxi Rubber Palace for the 
Mentally Bewildered, 181 West 
Kink Street, New York, N.Y.: A 
pleasant enough establishment, 


though a trifle chintzy in its decor, 
having substituted paper 
lampshades for the traditional 
crabmeat lightbulbs favored at 
most Frog Act nightclubs. First 
opened in 1938 as a part of WPA 
work program, the Biloxi Rubber- 
Palace operated from 1939 
through 1974 as a factory produc¬ 
ing tubeless tires for government 
employee washrooms. After a 
Senate sub-committee exposed 
massive corruption in the man¬ 
agement of the factory, the opera¬ 
tion was sold to a New Zealand 
aborigine, Harz Fopsod, who re¬ 
decorated the Palace as a night¬ 
club retaining the original tire¬ 
manufacturing motif for its 
"charm" value. The aborigine in¬ 
troduced the popular Frog Per¬ 
formance in the spring of 1975. 



We’d rate it an easy 8 on the scale, 
since it provides both dogs and 
pencil sharpeners with each meal 
during the two nightly shows and 
allows patrons to sharpen the 
warts if they wish. 

So there you have it. If you’re in 
New York or San Diego this sum¬ 
mer, you'll know where to go to 
watch Frogs perform their pecul¬ 
iar specialities. But remember 
this: in California, at the time of 
this writing, a bill is pending 
which will prohibit the exhibition 
of frogs, toads, salamanders, and 
insurance salesman in public en¬ 
tertainments, especially night¬ 
clubs designed for the pre-school 
young. If this law is enacted, 
California will become the 
thirty-ninth state to prohibit Frog 
Acts within its borders. A sobering 
thought, indeed. 

WHERE TO LEARN STUFF 

In today’s business world, you 
can’t get a good job without a good 


education. You can’t get a good 
education without a good college. 
But you can't afford a good college 
without a good job. So the Al¬ 
manac now presents the awful 
alternative—a comparative guide 
to the academic disasters you can 
afford. 

For example . .. 

BERSERK UNIVERSITY. 
Located in the Florida swamp¬ 
lands, this technological institute 
offers a wide selection of courses 
ranging from Thought Conserva¬ 
tion to Advanced Hog-calling. All 
freshman are required to take the 
following courses. 

Food Fondling 68 -'/a & 68-%: 
This two-semester course covers 
all the bases, from banana-kissing 
to fig-feeling and all the way to 
cantelopulation. Students are 
graded on the basis of their per¬ 
formance in daily classroom 
nutriment-sensuality exercises 
and on a final exam in which they 
must arouse a loaf of bread to or¬ 
gasm. 

Basic Animal Noises 103: 
Students learn how to talk to all 
their barnyard friends. Beginning 
with the basic oinks and moos, the 
course goes on to cover everything 
from hyena howls to armadillo 
mating-calls. Prerequisite: at 
least five years of high school 
French and Latin. 

Phys. Ed..: Students are taught 
how to educate a phys. Course- 
work covers basic teaching 
methods, special education tech¬ 
niques for slow learners, and 
motivational therapy for under¬ 
achievers. Each student is pro¬ 
vided one live phys at the begin¬ 
ning of the Semester. At 
semester's end, the phys must pass 
a final exam in analytic geometry, 
Chinese calligraphy, and tap 
dancing. 

Yearly tuition: 47 resnicoffs; 
dormitory fees: there are no dor¬ 
mitories, but students may sleep 
in the ditches that surround the 
campus; student body: dead— 
there are alligators in the ditches; 
academic rating: better than a 
correspondence course in motel 
management but not as good as 
Harvard; overall rating: pitiful. 
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MAKE IT! DO IT! EAT IT! 


1,001 Useless Projects, Activities, and Recipes for Your 
Workbench, Family Room, and Garage 


once every six days, allowing 
stubble to grow long and bristly. 
After collecting about a table¬ 
spoon of shavings, stand them on 
end in glue brewed from your own 
toenail parings. Allow time for 
drying. Then attach the gummed 
hair to an old TV antenna. This 
device may then be rubbed on the 
tongue to wipe away coats and ex¬ 
cess mouthwash. Dinner guests 
will appreciate your thoughtful¬ 
ness when you offer them a 
tongue-cleaner at mealtime's end; 
it’s the mark of a gracious hostess. 

DO IT: THEN WALK IN IT 

In today’s inflation-ridden mar¬ 
ketplace. products are dear and 
repairs are dearer. When your 
television breaks, it costs almost 
as much to have it fixed as to buy a 
new one. That’s why we’re going to 
talk about shoes. 

Making a shoe from scratch: 
In most of the eastern slates, 
scratch is bard to come by, but in 
California, Oregon, Nevada, and 
Idaho, scratch is as common as 
pimples on a mule’s behind. Once 
you've obtained your scratch 
(eight pounds of organic scratch 
will do; processed scratch has an 
unpleasant medicinal odor), place 
it on the floor and hit it repeatedly 
with a stick. When its finally 
stopped wiggling about, belabor it 
with a rolling pin, beating it about 
the head and shoulders until 
you've raised seven or eight nasty 
bruises. Now take the scraLch by 
the tail and swing it against the 
wall so its arms and legs splay out. 
Lie it flat on its back, place the 
rolling pin at the t ip of its tail and 
firmly roll the pin forward, paus¬ 
ing if folds develop. When you’ve 
completely flattened the scratch, 
pi ace your foot squarely on the flat 
area above its pelvis. Fold the 
arms across your arch, place your 
big toe in the hollow of its mouth, 
raise the legs and strap them 
about your ankle; tie the arms and 
legs together, then swing the tail 
around and use it as a lace. You 
now possess a truly handsome 
brimstone-red shoe. Repeat proce¬ 
dure with an additional scratch for 
each remaining foot. 


EAT IT: COOKING 
WITH THE EARTH 

The high price of food getting 
you down? It hasn't gotten you 
down far enough, or you’d know 
that the answer to skyrocketing 
prices is right at your feet: MUD! 
It’s dirt-cheap and never in short 
supply! No wonder it’s fast becom¬ 
ing one of America's favorite 
foods! Here are some popular mud 
recipes many budget-minded 
households are enjoying daily. 

Spaghetti with mud sauce: 
Mix one pound of ground slime 
(New Jersey silt is best) with one 
medium-sized rock, finely chop¬ 
ped. Peel a weed and throw it in. 
Simmer for one hour over low 
heat, tasting regularly for consis¬ 
tency. If you're not nauseous by 
the end of that time, the stuff is 
ready. Add noodles and dump it on 
your family's plates. Serve piping 
hot! (Garnish with grated leaves il 
desired.) 


MAKE IT: GADGETS FROM 
YOUR BODY 

Your body’s by-products can be 
recycled to improve the decor of 
your home. Here are just a few of 
the many items you can make 
yourself from yourself or parts 
thereof. 

Doilies from belly-button 
lint: Families whose life-spans are 
short ought not take up this (un¬ 
filled hobby, as collecting enough 
lint for one doily from the belly 
buttons of an average family of 
four (two children, two adults, 
avg. belly-button diameter: %") 
can take up to sixty years. But if 
you’ve decided to go ahead, here’s 
what to do. Every night, scoop out 
the lint that has accumulated in 
each family-member’s navel. 
(Remember—only "innies” may 
be used as receptacles. Buttons 
that stick out are no good.) Select 
one person to serve as the family 
greaser. After the lint is collected, 
he or she sticks his hands in a can 
of Crisco, coating them 
thoroughly, backs and palms. The 
lint is then dropped into his hands 
and he rubs it all together into a 
little ball. He then rubs that little 
ball into a bigger little ball by 
combining it with the previous 
nights' little balls. Store the big 
little ball in a cool, dry place 
—such as your grandmother's left 
nostril—until the next night. And 
that’s that. You've begun your col¬ 
lection. Congratulations! We will 
publish further instructions in 
sixty years. 

Candles and sculptures from 
ear wax: Swab your ears and 
those of another person or dog for 
about one month. At the end of 
that time you should have fleas or 
enough wax to make a toothpick. 
Don't! Wait three more months 
and collect more swabbings! Then, 
melt down the wax and form it into 
the "shape of your choice." You'll 
find you can make almost any¬ 
thing! (A flower ... a fish ... a 
hideous claw! Be creative!) Now 
blow on it until il hardens (approx, 
one week). Then present your cre¬ 
ation to your best friend or use it 
as a decorative centerpiece on 
your dining room tabic. You'll be 
talked about all over town. Proba¬ 
bly forever. 

Tongue-cleaners from arm- 
pit hair: Shave your underarms 


New England Sludge Stew: A 
traditional favorite, this taste- 
tempting dish may be prepared 
with either Buffalo, New York, 
bilge or Rhode Island ooze. Com¬ 
bine l '/2 pounds of bilge or ooze 
with salt and pepper. Flower to 
taste with dead dandelions. Fold 
in one cup of crushed beetles. Add 
one pound of your favorite fer¬ 
tilizer and allow' to ferment in 
your refrigerator overnight. Serve 
chilled. Suggested side dishes: 
mashed sposh and turnips. 

Mudburgers: Shape your favo¬ 
rite sod into patties (soy protein 
may be added to help stretch your 
mud) Fry at medium heal until 
thoroughly browned. Top with 
cheese. Serve on bun. Run from 
house before your family sees 
what you’ve done. 
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BOOKS 

Me Tooks a Bath in a. Ladies’ 
Shower Stall, by Herb L. Ezzenze 
(3730 pgs., $1.75, French Horn 
Books). 

This is a torrid autobiographical 
novel of sex, sin, degradation, and 
shampoo. Author Ezzenze is an 
admitted washcloth fetishist who 
gets his kicks by sneaking into 
strangers’ bathrooms and sniffing 
anything made out of terrycloth. 

His hero is a man with a similar 
compulsion, but the fictional Ez¬ 
zenze is determined to purge him¬ 
self of his curse. Thus, he concocts 
his most daring scheme of all. Dis¬ 
guised as a can of Sani-Flush, he 
foams his way into the ladies’ 
room of a posh country club. We 
enter his innermost secret 
thoughts as he waits in the shower 
stall to capture ten rich ladies 
with the evil intent of making 
them wash him. He thinks: "The 
dark drain of my brain is on the 
wane. Be me no longer sane or am 
I a roadhouse? Oh, privy, privy! 
Scrub-a-dub! The touch of terry 
against my crawlspace be more 
than I cans endure. What if I un¬ 
dulate?” 

The first lady enters the room, 
then. And in a taut, suspenseful 
sequence, we experience the same 
sense of horror and revulsion that 
she does at being stalked by a 
murderous can of toilet bowl 
cleaner. 

Nine more such assaults follow 
in rapid succession, each as ter¬ 
rifying as the first. But the ending 
of the book is an anticlimax. Just 
as the pervert has forced the ladies 
into the shower stall, mercilessly 
shoved washcloths into their 
hands, and given them the com¬ 
mand, "Cleanse me!”—the janitor 
walks in and says, "Sorry. We 
hadda shut off the water today.” 

Don't buy this book. Despite its 
subject matter—keeping clean—it 
is very, very dirty. 


The Shlock Absorber 

Book, Record, and Movie Reviews to Spare You Pain 


RECORDS 

Dust Off the Ventilators, Here 
Comes Gwangi, Millie’s Berserko 
Band (Wretch Records, R8900Z) 

Millicent Frenzpitch and her 
group have done it again. This 
brilliant collection often songs is a 
concept album dedicated to di¬ 
nosaurs and the tradition of polka 
dancing which expounds the 
thesis that, one evolved from the 
other. "Giant reptiles,” Millie has 
said in various interviews, "in¬ 
vented the polka. If you watch 
those, old monster movies, all 
those fights between the tyran¬ 
nosauri and triceratopses are set 
to the rhythm of the 'Too Fat 
Polka.’ I see this as incontroverti¬ 
ble evidence that dinosaurs were 
the first. Austrians.” 

The album’s first track, "Aus¬ 
tria: Ten Million Years Ago,” ex¬ 
presses this theory in music. It 
opens with a pounding polka beat 
accompanied by the grunts and 
roars of a dinosaur. An accordion 
is heard briefly, but the beat 
stomps on it and kills it, as would a 
brontosaurus’s foot. Then the 
lyrics begin: "Crushing, crushing, 
ee-yi-oh/I’m a great, big dinosaur/I 
will polka on your face/’Cause I 
don’t like the human race.” 

The rest of the album is equally 
noteworthy, a real prize for special 
effects fans, prehistorians, and 
polka enthusiasts alike. Buy it if 
you’re vacuous enough to fit into 
one of those categories. 


MOVIES 

A Smoking Hawk Never Dies 
Alone (directed by Laslo Noshdt, 
starring Faye Fung and Norman 
Fuelbiter). 

Its advertising describes it as 
the film that has everything—and 
it does. "Hawk” is a nostalgic kung 
fu disaster film set in the Harlem 
of the 1930’s, and it deals with a 
mafia kingpin’s attempts to exor¬ 
cise an evil spirit from a possessed 
pinball machine. 

The film’s strongest point is its 
cinematography. Most striking 
are the shots of the actors’ upper 
pallettes, achieved by cameraman 
Carl LaFong with an x-ray camera 
aimed at the actors' mouths. 

Action abounds. Norman Fuel¬ 
biter plays the exorcist, Killbride 
McHurt, who smashes his way to 
the mafia chieftan with fists and 
toes of fury. Faye Fung plays 
McHurt’s love-interest, Lulu Yul- 
tide, but she has all the acting 
ability of a log. She flames on with 
passion in the sex scenes, but her 
voice is all bark. 

The pinball machine is played 
by impressionist Justin Hargrove. 
His delineation of character is 
unmatched, and his best scene is 
the one in which McHurt wins a 
fi-ee game on him. 

All in all, a fun picture for the 
whole family to see and enjoy! -— 
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Enjoy our incredible (but all-true) disaster take-off' 
we'd never do a Men's Magazine, now, did you? VV.i 
with our second nutty Nebbish story. What's that? ] 
derat this four-page Nebbish specta c u fiaforta rifa f 


Yes, the Big City, where every 

and alternate 


It is time once again lor the 
Nebbish to leave his Milk-and- 
Honey candy cottage in the 
country and venture forth into 
the cold, grimy city. 


Monday, Wednesday, 

Friday he reads each and every page 
of CRAZY magazine in order to give it 
his own certified "seal of dumbness.'" 


Hey, big-boy- 
you wanna check 
over my pages, too? 


Last issue'x 
/ we showed our \ 
'delightful dumb-dumb' 
taking his mask off 
V and revealing a J 
I \±o tally new face./ 


]/ Which was N. 

another of ' 
those jerky, stupid, 
pimply-faced kids 
like all the other 
humor-mags have 
as hosts, y 


O' Well, if 
"you wanna know 
what happened, 
just read the 
v following 


Writer: MARV WOLFMAN Artut: MARIE SEVERIN 


If you good, 

:Wm 

2 mebbe 1 even 


1 let you see 

1 my index. 


5 Wotsoy? 

E-n 

"/Kir*!** 
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here’s what 
happened... 


•Anyway, getting 
back to the story. 
Well, ya see—it 
was like . 


Just the thing 
to make CRAZY 
funny, which 
means this 
is powerful 


Pssst! Hey, 
boy—c'mere! 


y Dad ran numbers 
push jokes. I know 
it's o bad rap, but 
it ain't an easy 
habit to break. 


See what 
I mean? 
Can't stop 
fellin' or 
sellin' jokes. 


Speaking 
of habits, 

I know this 
Nun who— 




'////'"' 
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Personally 
laid out by 
Taki 187-the 
best graffiti- 
designer this 
side a 1 Jackson 
Pollack. 


Hey, man — 
this is It. 
Dig the 
decorations, 
Neb— 


Fasten your 
seat belt, 
lock —'cause 
we’ve got a 
bumpy ride 
ahead. 


Everything you read was a LIE! It never happened. The Nebbish 
didn’t turn out to be a copy of all those other hosts. He’s 
the same ever-lovin', cross-eyed do-do he’s always been. 


Anyway, this pointy-hatted dude took our ridiculous runt down into the deepest catacombs beneath 59th Street, 

and boarded a private l.R.T. Pelham Express. 



















Hiya, shorty — 
the name's 
S.H.M.A.L.T.Z. 
Each letter 
stands for a 
famous 
comedian. 


Here he is. Master. 


You're gonna 
be a big 

star, small-change 
A real 

constellation. 

Get it? 


I can sell you 
the same old Jokes 


This is my collection 
Every stale, old 
joke ever made. 


Why, there are 
seventeen thousand 
"Farmer's daughter 1 ' 
jokes by 
themselves. 


Whataya say, kid? 


BVBVPBVPPPB 


I've also got an entire room of 
old sayings If you want to put them on 
the contents page of CRAZY, like 
Oldman does with Mud. 


Speakin' a' jokes, 
yer better get 
ready to smile, 
Buster Brown — 
'cause yer gonna 
meet the big 
Honcho in the 
next panel. 


You're a 
|- humor host, 
right? You 
need jokes, 
right? Well, 
baby —I 
got 'em. 


Get the picture 
(an eight-by-ten 
or wallet-size)? 


This is the chance of a 
lifetime (not to mention 
Life Magazine). You can be 
Big-time. Your mag can be 
up there with all the others 
’cause you'll have all the 
same jokes they have. 
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What? You want to be original?!? 
You want only new, unused 
jokes so your mag will be 
DIFFERENT from all the others? 


EEEYAAGGHHH! 
What's the humor-mag 
biz coming to? 


May your 
Ultra-Bright 

ruin your sex-life! 


I'll send 
you adrift 
with the 
Tidy-Bowl 
man —and no 
disinfectant! 


Honesty? 

YEESSHHH! 


Wait! 
I've got a 

better 


I'll put a curse on CRAZY 
#10. I'll make your 
ever-lovin' readers think that 
you've changed Into the same 
simpy-faced MORON that 
hosts all the other 

humor mags._ 


/ So that’s the story behind \ 
last issue’s story. But we’ve 
discovered the insidious plot. 
We’ve proven that our Nebbish 
\ can t be beat. / 


I'll make 'em 
think you're 
unoriginal . .. tf 
you're not 

different. 


Marie—now 
c'mon back 
and draw the 
rest of this 
, Nebbish , 


'Massa Marv,' 
sir. Ah’s guine 
do jes that, 
like youse 
\ wants me / 


That’ll teach you 
for not buying 
my old jokes! 


/Why are 
you speaking 
like that, , 
'V Marie ?^ 


/ I dunno, ( 

/ Pussycat. \ 
We needed an ending 
to this stupid thing, 
and I thought 


What do you think, 
brand-new Editor, 
v Steve Gerber?^ 


Z' Ah’s didn’t^^ 
nose dat youse 
wuz talkin' silly, 
Missy Marie, Ah’s 
. didn’t nose it 



















We've all heard those great American success stories about the eighth-grade dropouts who rip and claw 
and mangle their way up the ladder to become multi-millionaires and presidents. But before you con¬ 
sider kissing education goodbye, we feel it only fair to remind you that most of those dropouts don't 
rip, claw, or mangle anything but other dropouts! And they don't read the Wall Street Journal, either, 
because thoy’ro too busy drooling over the latest issue of 
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Writers: CARLA & GERRY CONWAY Artist: MARIE SEVERIN 
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“I HUNTED THE 





“No matter how many times I swept 
the crowd with my .38 Calibre 
Thompson sub-machine gun, they 
kept on coming, like some weird 
dialectic presupposing the nature of 
man as precarnate being. I kept my 
ground and riddled them with bullets, 
ignoring the pseudo-fallacious 
attitude of the moment’s existential 
meaning. Sweat poured into my eyes 






A Guts-and-Sweat TRUE FICTION EXPOSE by Immanuel Kant, as told to I.M. Ridiculous 



i m 


The Beretta BM-69 Auto Rifle chat¬ 
tered a death-song in my hand as I 
fired—or appeared to fire—a stream of 
lead-jacketed slugs at the advancing 
horde of self-identified female consumers. 
It was a moment pregnant with apparent 
absurdity, and I found myself pondering 
the reality of what I was seeing as I shifted 
my aim and blasted a cripple near the 
check-out counter. Could I, in fact, be per¬ 
forming such a flagrantly violent act? Or 
was .this, as I had postulated in an anach¬ 
ronistic letter to Nietzsche almost a cen¬ 
tury after my death, a pure example of 
what we call the fallibility of reason to 
relate properly to the events of the sur¬ 


rounding world? Perhaps. Lost in contem¬ 
plation to this esoteric point, I shoved the 
butt of my rifle down the throat of a young 
boy. But can we know, to be precise, the 
nature of our actions, or can we only ap¬ 
proximate their effect—such as I approx¬ 
imated the effect of a grenade dropped 
among the cans of bargain-priced peas two 
aisles over. It was indeed a thought to be 
considered, and so I considered it as I 
threw the Beretta to the floor and unhol- 
stered my Bernardelli Match 22 Auto Pis¬ 
tol and pumped a round of ten shots into 
the skull of a possibly overweight woman 
clawing at my feet. Indeed, one could 
never (continued on page 73) 
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Sweatmate of the month: 




Getting to know Fifi Buttocks is like biting into a 
McRonald's Big Rac. And small wonder. She hides 
her two large wonders beneath two all-beef patties, 
special sauce, lettuce, cheese, pickles, onions, and a 
sesame seed bun. No doubt about it—Fifi is that 
special kind of girl that readers who get CAS love to 
sink their teeth into. 

"I won't date a man with an I.Q. over 70," declares 
our beefy beauty. "I don't like men I can't 
understand. But I really go for he-men, especially 
high school dropouts. They talk simple, ya know 
what I mean? It's real easy for a girl to tell what's on 
their minds when they take you on a date." 
Then Fifi sighs, heaving her enormous patties, and 
reconsiders. "Don't get the wrong idea," our saucy 
Sweatmate adds. "I go out with intellectuals, too. 
I've dated grease monkeys, short-order cooks, 
sailors, marines. I even went out with the editor of a 
humor magazine, just to see what it'd be like. But I 
didn't like him. He had sissy long hair." 

GAS's lettucy lovely has no trouble finding the 
kind of men she prefers. They swarm around her 
like flies at the For Sale University, where she works 
‘as a part-time gym instructor and physical therapist. 
Our cheesy chickie teaches student truck drivers 
how to tell their right hand from their left. 
"That’s a very important thing to know when 
you're driving atruck," this month's pickled pretty 
informed us. "If a guy forgets which is which, he can 
run into a lot of problems. Like old ladies, stop 
signs, other trucks ...” 

But thanks to our onion-skinned sweetheart, CAS 
readers don't have to worry about runaway semis. 
What red-blooded American man could have this 
sesame seedling for a teacher and forget what he's 
been taught? 

Yes, friend, Fifi Buttocks is very much like a Big 
Rac. She's the break every GAS-man deserves today! 


-|FI loves books, but only reads occasionally. "And then I like 
iomethine lieht that I don't have to think about, 'cause I can't." 


FIFI! 


Rac-suit, not even during osh-ash. 


FIFI refuses to disclose her true measurements, but insists that 
her upper bun is very tight these days. "If not for the sauce, 
they'd never fit." 







SWEAT-LINE CONFIDENTIAL 

Inside News for Outside Men 
US. REPORT 

NAZI WAR CRIMINALS "TAKEOVER" ACCOUNTING 
DEPARTMENT OF "FOR SALE UNIVERSITY" IN 
HOBOKEN, N.J. IN AN EFFORT TO WARP THE MINDS 
OF THE MINDLESS , A FEARLESS BAND OF EX-NAZI 
WAR CRIMINALS HAS SUCCESSFULLY INFILTRATED 
THE ACCOUNTING DIVISION OF "FOR SALE UNI¬ 
VERSITY, " ONE OF THE NATION'S LARGEST AND 
MOST INFLUENTIAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS, 
SAYS PROFESSOR BENTON DINGBAT OF THE "FAM¬ 
OUS ACCOUNTANT 1 S SCHOOL, " A CORRESPONDENCE 
SCHOOL OPERATING OUT OF EAST PASSAIC, NEW 
JERSEY. "IT’S A FIENDISH PLOT," SAYS THE 
PROFESSOR; WHO DENIES ANY RESPONSIBILITY 
FOR THE FIRE-BOMB ATTACKS WHICH HAVE 
PLAGUED THE FSU CAMPUS IN RECENT MONTHS . 
"NOT ONLY IS IT UN-AMERICAN. IT’S BAD- 
BOOKKEEPING." 

MEDICAL COUNTDOWN 

LATE REPORT : Lack of Earwax Linked to Brain 
Cancer . Latest government studies prove 
conclusively that low earwax productivity 
is a sure sign of incipient brain cancer. 
Asked how much earwax should be produced by 
the average ear in a month to avoid the pos¬ 
sibility of cranial cancer, Dr. Ambrose 
Foon of the Government Research Center 
said, "Four pounds, at least. At the very 
least. We discovered that rats which pro¬ 
duced less than four pounds of earwax a month 
died more quickly than rats which produced 
the full four pounds, under standard test 
conditions, in which we place each rat on a 
concrete slab andhit them repeatedly with a 
brick—smack smack splack—if you under¬ 
stand what I mean, chachacha." 

Truck Drivers are Better At Making Osh-Osh 
than Sissy College Graduates : A conclusive 
report by the FSU Truck-Driver Training In¬ 
stitute conclusively proved a conclusion 
which we have reported in previous conclu¬ 
sive studies: Women prefer men who can't 
read or spell their own names . "It's true, no 
lie , " says Mr . Arnold Moneegrubber of FSU's 
world-renowned TDT Institute. "Girls just 
don ’ t go for the sissy types. Would we lie to 
,you? Huh? Chachacha?" 

INTERNATIONAL HOTSTUFFLINE 

CONCLUSIVE GOVERNMENT STUDY PROVES REDS 
CAN'T MAKE OSH-OSH : C.I.A. REPORTS ARE 
CONFIRMED IN A NEW INTERNATIONAL STUDY BY 
THE JOHN BIRCH SOCIETY, WHICH PROVES ONCE 
AND FOR ALL THAT THOSE SLIMEY COMMIES DON 1 T 
HAVE WHAT IT TAKES TO IMPRESS A REAL WOMAN 
WITH A ( continued on page 88) 


‘Safe© He Ufo 

No-Holds-Barred Answers to He-Man 
Questions by the world-renowned non-sissy, 
the late Dr. Rabis Q. Fabotnik 


Dear Dr. Fabotnik: 

Me and my gal had an argument the other day over who 
made the best beer, America or them foreigners in Europe. I 
busted her mouth cause she said the foreigners did, and I'll 
bust your mouth too, buster, if you don't give me a straight 
answer like I want to hear, okay? " Bewhildered 

Fenton, North Carolina 
Everyone knows America makes the best beer, Bewhil¬ 
dered. Obviously your girl has been hanging around with 
those sissy women's lib sympathizers. Next time, don't 
tell her about the beer: shove the can down her throat. 
That'll show her who’s boss. 

Dear Dr. F: 

I am a member of the United State Government and I think I 
may be a victim of incipient brain cancer. I often forget what I’m 
doing and I don't get much earwax out of my head. I can't 
remember which bills I’m for or against. Sometimes I can't 
remember my party, though I think I’m Republican. My head 
hurts a lot. It gets hard to think. Why is that man waving at me? 
Why is that camera looking at me that way? Who are these 
people? What are they doing here? Where am I? What a 
strange dream . . . what a strange office, all oval with a funny 
little seal on the floor,.. look at the funny seal, mommy., . it’s 
got an eagle on it, a pretty bird . .. boogabooga chachacha 
recession. . Confused 

Washington, D.C. 

Many dogs are easily trainable, while some are not. The 
important thing to remember is this: give a dog your love 
and affection, and he will return that love a thousandfold. 

Sir: 

I recently began a course at the For Sale University, which 
course was to increase my profiency in Accounting, Now I am 
told that the professors, they are perhaps members of an 
Un-American Putsch. This word, it is strange. Putsch. Vas is 
das putsch, bitter? Gesundheit 

Armitage, Arizona 

What are you, kidding? Maybe you’re a sissy pervert, 
huh, with your strange foreign ways and your long hair. 
What am I talking about? Why don’t I have any earwax? 
Who are these people, anyway? 

My dear Dr. Fabotnik: 

Proceeding with the questions raised in your last communi¬ 
cation, might I point out that Hegel’s theory of AND 1 
STOMPED ON HER FACE, FIRING MY BAZOOKA OVER 
THE CROWD, TAKING DOWN PART OF THE ROOF AND 
MOST OF THE WINDOW clearly eliminates such fallacious 
thinking as that presented in your recent BULLETS SHAT¬ 
TERED MY KNEE, BRINGING ME DOWN TO THE FLOOR 
OFTHE SHOPPING CENTER, WHERE I LAY IN A POOL OF 
MY OWN BLOOD be interested in your response to this sug- 

9estion ' Immanuel Kant 

Food City, Iowa 

Brain wax? Ear cancer? Who are these people? Why 
are you staring at me chachacha recession (continued on 
page 89) 
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HOT DOG I 

HOOKERS!, 


By Virile E. Gritt 



mm 


The Inside Story on Car Hops 
that Serve Up More than Just 
Weiners on their Hot Buns 


(Everybody knows that broads 
who don’t want to stay at home 
and cook for their men are basi¬ 
cally sick. Chicks don’t need 
careers unless they’re sexually 
frustrated. And we’ve proved it in 
our articles about airline stewar¬ 
desses, telephone operators, and 
policewomen who osh-osh with 


anything that even looks like a 
real man. But seeking further 
proof of our contention that 
women are useless except as 
maids and osh-osh partners, we 
decided to check into car hops. 
Here’s our correspondent’s re¬ 
port.) 

* * * 


She came winging around the 
corner of the Quickie Service 
Drive-In, her roller skates grating 
sensuously against the hard, un¬ 
feeling cement of the parking lot. 
Even before I saw her face, I knew 
it was Hannah. 

Her hips, unmistakable in the 
moonlight because one was ten 







all over my lap. But I barely 
noticed. My eyes were all over 
Hannah. 

There’s something about her 
that makes a man feel like a man, 
an instinctive thing in the gut that 
lets you know you’re better than 
she is. Maybe it’s the way she 
moves—with a pronounced limp 
acquired in one of her many car 
collisions. Or maybe it’s her coarse 
conversation that makes a 
rough-and-tumble man feel right 
at home. Whatever, Hannah has 
it. In fact, Hannah has everything! 

She leaned into the car, filling 
the side window with her pudgy 
shoulders and magnificent 
tropics. "Gosh, mister,” she 
wheezed, "I spilled that stinkin’ 
crud all over your pretty lap! 
Guess I’ll have to do something 
about cleanin’ it up, won’t I?” She 
licked her lips. 

"Oh, please do, Hannah,” I said, 
my mind barrelling ahead to the 
pleasures soon to come. 

She recognized it as an invita¬ 
tion. She looked up from my lap 
and stared at me—hard! Her face 
was a sagging mass of washed-out 
wonderment. Bags hung low 
under her eyes, drooping tes¬ 
timony to her many wild es¬ 
capades. A faint glimmer of recog¬ 
nition crossed her features. 

"You’re that he-man writer, 
aren’t you?” she asked. I nodded 
and explained my assignment. 
"Oooooooooh,” she cooed. "Fun- 
sies! When do we start your re¬ 
search?” 

"Right now, if you’re agree¬ 
able,” I said. 

Without wasting a moment, she 
shoved those remarkable tropics 
through the window and began 
crawling into my car. Her rotund 
shape squeezed over me as she 
forced her soft, giving mass be¬ 
tween my chest and the steering 
wheel, crushing two of my ribs. 
For a moment, we seemed irrevoc¬ 
ably mashed together. Then, with 
a final heave, Hannah lurched 
forward to settle down beside me 
on the front seat. 

She glanced down at the sloppy 
quagmire of pulverized weiner 
and orange soda that lay in my 
lap. She smiled her toothless smile 
and pursed her lips. A familiar 
warmth was rising in my groin. 
Hannah’s body had dislodged the 
cigarette lighter from the dash¬ 
board during her squeezing-in, 
and it was (continued on page 71) 
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inches higher than the other, 
swung jerkily from left to right. 
The unsteady nature of their 
movement suggested only an inkl¬ 
ing of that spasmodic delight she 
could offer. 

She wore the briefest of swim¬ 
suits, the whole expanse of her two 
hundred-odd pounds bouncing en¬ 
ticingly in the night air. She car¬ 


ried a tray on which a frank, 
drenched in orange pop, 
languished—all that was left of 
my order after its bumpy ride to 
my car. Rut I didn’t care. Hannah 
still had exactly what I wanted. 

Careening into my Studebaker, 
she came to an abrupt stop, dent¬ 
ing the left fender and strewing 
the remains of the food on the tray 
















Is Someone 
Reading 
You / 
This Ad? t 


Tired of being called 
"washcloth-brain ” by your 
friends? 


We don't blame you! What with today's highly- 
specialized job market, ignorance can be a real handi¬ 
cap to a guu who wants to get ahead: And that’s where 
we come in. 

We’re the For Sale Distention University. Our home- 
study courses can remove that block between your 
dulled brain and the GOOD JOB you’ve always want¬ 
ed. For just'a small fee and a small investment of your 
spare time, you can earn a genuine replica cf a di¬ 
ploma and be on your way to a HE-MAN’S CAREER. 

Our tests have proved conclusively that rugged, 
determined men of action learn faster than intellec¬ 
tuals. So do something bright for once in your life, 
hunh, washcloth-brain? Mail tire coupon today, and 
we'll rush you our bill and your first Study Sheet. 


/ ai 
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FOR SALE DISTENTION UNIVERSITY, INC. 

“Fresh Diplomas Printed Daily on Premises” 

Main Office: 1600 Culturally Deprived Dr., San 
Clemente, California 

Acc’t Dept.: 3500 Smackers Ave., Your Pocket, N.J. 

Please send my free study sheet and information on the courses I have checked below. I understand that I am under no obligation to 
pay more than I earn in a single year. 



_His Mark- 


(if known) 


(if known) 


Address . 


(city) (state) (zip) 


1 would like to learn all about: 


□ Accounting 
Abacus I & II 
Calculus 
Drooling 
Boredom 
Ruling the world 


□ Real Estate 
Basic brokerage 
Condominiums 
Swampland swindles 
Desert swindles 


□ Business Mgmt. 

Filing tax returns 
Filing fake tax returns 
Expense acc’t falsification 
Lying & Cheating 
Resisting subpoenas 


Bank Acct " 


□ Creative Writing □ Advanced Training Prgrms 
Holding a pencil Complete law course 

Plagiarism Basic dentistry 

Comicbooks Nuclear physics 

Porno Neurosurgery 

Television High school diploma 


' Money-back guarantee if we’re not satisfied with: your progress! 
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k. 

WILL EISNER'S 

Gleeful Guide to 

ASTROLOGY 


■da 



RULING PLANET 

Venus 


COLOR 

Pale Blue 




METAL 

Copper 


ELEMENT 

Earth 


GEMSTONE 

Sapphire 


HOW TO RECOGNIZE A TAURUS 

Look for their distinctive physical traits and watch for typical behavior patterns- 
deliberation of opinion, towering rage in argument and a purposeful lack of haste in 
movement. They favor conservative dress with bright accessories. They are earthv 
possessive and derive great comfort from the familiar. 



PHYSICAL 

TRAITS 

Most obvious is their 
tendency to thick necks, 
low foreheads and curly 
hair. 

Taurus people like to 
eat sweets and high- 
calorie foods. If it 
weren’t for their stub¬ 
bornness (which 
enables them to crash 
diet—if they really have 
to) they would all be 
fat. They are hedonists 
at heart, who enjoy 
exotic oil baths, warm 
climates and luxurious 
surroundings, though 
they rarely “dress up.” 
Women incline toward 
soft fabrics with flower 
designs. Even their 
kids, at an early age, 
show the physical 
characteristics common 
to Taurus types. 






mm 
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HOW TO “SELL” A TAURUS 

Taurus people are deeply concerned with financial security. They are very good 
prospects for insurance salesmen but, in trying to convince them, don’t push too hard. 
They get the idea quickly enough but take their time working it out in their own minds. 
They are as reluctant to part with an old notion as with a cherished possession. 
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HOW TO CO-EXIST WITH A TAURUS 

The need to plan things carefully and ploddingly is very strong in Taurus people. They 
can be depended upon to come through on what they promise. So you need patience in 
living with them. 
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ROMANCING A TAURUS 



HAVe Y0U 

THOUGHT carriage, 

6RUMHIUPA?? 


Keep in mind that these people are very self-indulgent. They have a keen eye for 
beauty, love the earthy things and are slow in starting a relationship. Once they make 
a decision about a prospective mate or lover they’ll move like a steam locomotive. If 
you keep in mind that they are easily flattered, you should have a fairly easy time of it. 


STAYING MARRIED TO A TAURUS 


These people like everything around them to remain unchanged. They are terriblv 
possessive and it is difficult to change their minds no matter how much evidence one 
presents to bolster a contrary opinion. They have a very sharp memory 1 
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HOW TO PARTICIPATE IN 
SPORTS WITH A TAURUS: 


Very carefully!! 


W\i 
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THE BEST JOBS 
FOR A TAURUS 


Embezzler 


Armed guard 


fm 

im 
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HOW TO TAKE CARE 
OF TAURUS TYPES: 


In cold weather be sure their 
throats are well protected. 
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How To Use 

This Chart ' 

1. Determine your 
own Sun Sign. 

2. Find your Sign in 
left hand column. 




/? Sj?(Mlf(il> 

INTERACTION TABLE 


Si-* 

3. This chart is for 
the reader whose Sun 
Sign appears in the 

| left hand column. 

4. It tells you how 
you interact with the 
Sun Sign heading. 


b%.., : 
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MARRIAGE 

(With a Taurus) 

SEX LIFE 

(With a Taurus) 

BUSINESS 

(With a Taurus) 

Okay! 

A drag 

Frustrating! 

Good deal 

Explosive! 

Fast growth 

Boring 

Frustrating 

Hard on you 

Secure 

After meals! 

Good team 

Dangerous 

A scrimmage 

Hire a lawyer 

Yes 

Very heavy 

If you’re boss 

"Iffy” 

A quickie! 

Go ahead! 

Dull 

Emotional 

Won’t work 

Too hectic 

Elusive 

Lots of fights! 

Arguments 

A stand-off 

Long-term 

No!! 

Don’t try 

Forget it! 

Fine. . . 

Enjoy! 

Profitable 


SOCIAL LIFE 

(With a Taurus) 


No action 


Envy & Jealousy 


No conversation 


Yep!! 


Won’t last 


Hard work 


Smooth! 


You’ll be #2 


Noway 


Enduring 


Too rough 


Not bad! 


dr$p<§§ 


FLOWERS JEWELRY CLOTHIN 

Poppy Sapphires Conventional 

Foxglove Pinkie rings clothing 
Columbine Stick pins in cool pinks 

Orchids and blues 

Roses J 


HEALTH: 


Conventional 
clothing 
in cool pinks 
and blues 


AUTOS 

Trucks 
or 4-wheel- 
drive heavy 
stuff 


SPORTS BOOKS 

Wrestling Business books 
Football Gardening 

Pornography 


Throat problems, gout. 


MORTALITY: 


Short-lived. 


FORECASTING 

pnR A These people will be well-off financially but will never achieve 

t 1 a ttdttc g reat fame in P° litics or literature. 

1 AUKUoi 
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SAY WHEN YOU WERE LITTLE, WERE YOU SURE YOU'D NEVER HAVE ANY BOOBS? OR HIPS? OR ANYTHING? 
ALLYOUR FRIENDS GOT BRAS, BUT LOOKING DOWN, YOU SAW... NOTHING. THE ANXIETY! NO WONDER YOU 
GREW UP A... 

Chapter Two: 
First Bra 


Childhood Daze 
with Lee Marrs 


WITH THE FIRST HINT OF BUDDING WOMAN¬ 
HOOD, YOUR MOTHER TENDERLY INTRODUCED 
YOU TO THAT SYMBOL OF MATURITY—THE BRAS¬ 
SIERE 


CLOTHING STORES, KNOWING THE SERIOUSNESS OF THIS 
EVENT, HAD "TRAINING BRAS'" TO GENTLY INITIATE THE BE¬ 
GINNING BOSOM, AND SKILLED PERSONNEL TO HELP._ 


"I've got to have 
one! Susie and Debbie 
have ’em! I'll run „ 
away from home II'11 II 
. never do the dishes!" 


- AND ALTHOUGH YOUR MOTHER 

WHAT A THRILL THAT DAY WAS! AT LAST, ON YOUR WAY TO BEING A REAL MIGHT NOT ADMIT IT-SHE WAS SO 
WOMAN* ATRULY SACRED MOMENT. SO, THE ACTUAL FITTING WAS ACCOM- PROUD: HER LITTLE BABY-GROW 
PUSHEDWITH’.NSIGHT AND ATTENTIONI JO THE VITAL DEMANDS OF MOD- 


You're leaving the 
house like that over 
my dead body! 


The hooks go ... uh ... 
No. Lessee ... maybe 
if /... no, that's 
not it... 


don't know 


Look, ya want this 
$5.75 sweetie, lady. 
That $2.95 cheapie 
will fall right apart 
on the kid. Yeah, just 
chafe a hole in her... 


LITTLE DID YOU KNOW THIS WAS THE FIRST OF MANY 
STEPS TOWARD THE ACTUAL WORLD OF WOMANHOOD 
-THAT REALM OF LAUGHTER, TRIAL AND TEARS. EX- 
CELSIORI _____ 


AH, WHO CAN FORGET THAT FIRST DAY AT SCHOOL! 
THE SECRET, PRIVATE, QUIET JOY AND SELF-CONFI- 


Hey, guess what's new! 
See anything different. 

huh? Can ya guess? 
.Notice anything new?!!_ 


New? So Vy 
what's new,/ 
twerp? J 














Part XI—in spite of Moosekind's migration to the Iberian 
Peninsula, Spain flourishes. 


• A bumbling journey over the 
cobblestones of yesteryear, through 
the aqueducts of antiquity, and 
along the ‘camino viejo de historia 
de Espana/ with Dr, Melville 
Moose, SRO, SF, ASPCM, noted 
archaeologist, paleontologist and 
former Sevillean tonsoriologist. Dr. 
Moose is recognized as one of the 
world's leading authorities on 
Spanish flies. 


Examples of some ol the earliest 
known works of art can be found 
in the caves of Altamlra, Spain, it 
was in the most remote depths of 
these caves that Dr. Melville Moose 
recently discovered some paintings 
done by pre-historic cave-moose. 


The remote cave found by Dr. Moose 


"After flunking my spelunking 
finals I sought solace In the 
secluded recesses of tire Altamira 
caves, it was there that I made 
my discovery, f discovered that 
I had to go to the bathroom. I 
sought an appropriate location, 
one that afforded me an 
adequate amount of privacy. 1 
found what I was looking for 
and a whole lot more. 

"Passing through a narrow 
crevice I suddenly entered a 
small cave about the size of a 
bedroom. The walls of this 'room' 
were covered with paintings, 
symbols, and diagrams 
suggestive of the hunt or some 
obscure rituals no longer known 
to us." 


Paintings on the ca ve wai ls 

Some pre historic 
artifacts found In 
the "Melville cave." 


Writer & Artist: BOB FOSTER 








"The thrill of this discovery 
was so overwhelming that 1 could 
hardly contain myself. 1 realized 
that the history of Moosekind in 
Spain covered quite a time-span." 


Ferdinantlcr Moosgellan, captain 
of the first ship to sail around 
the world. 


The Herd of May” by Francisco Mooya 


The late Pablo Picassoom 


a Mirror 


"St. Jerome the Moose" 
by El Griego 


by Pablo Picassoom 












The Persistence of Moose" by Salvador Deerli 


Salvador Deerli 


Famed Spanish guitarist 
Andrfis Soomovia 


Late, great cellist 


General Francisco Frankmoos, 
current dictator oi Spain. 


Pablo Casooms 


One of Spain's 
greatest sports is Jai 
Alai, the fastest game 
in the world. Here we 
see Dr. Moose in action 
on the jai Alai courts. 


Left: Dr. MelviUo 
Moose tries his 
hand at Buil- 


The art of Bullfighting 
began in the 1700's. 
Bullfighting has since 
evolved into one of the 
most popular sports in 
Spain. The most famous 
contemporary Bull¬ 
fighter is known as 
El Cordomods. 


Next page: The 
chronology of a 
Bullfight. 


El cordomoos 







In order of seniority, Bullfight participants enter the arena during the "Ceremonial Procession.” 





The Stevedore 


The Janidor 


At a signal from the 
presiding official.,. 



The Matador makes 
passes at the 1011. 


The Picador 
stabs the lull. 


The Bull is released 


The lanidor drags 


The Matador delivers 
the final death stroke 


The Picador and Stevedore 
shoot the Bull. 


The Matador makes 
passes at Consuela. 


If the Matador has done 
well he is awarded one 
ear from the Bull... 
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CRAZY'S FAR-OUT 
FUWIETTI #5 


r Oh yeah— 

I'm Black. ^ 
Normally, I 

wouldn’t even 
press that fact. 

I mean, It's klnda 

L obvious once , 
you see A 


rhe name’s Michael JacksonS 
I'm 26 years old and I write 
advertising copy tor a small 
agency In the city. 


WT The first Jackson^ 
y (only he didn’t have ' 
that name then) came 
over to the U.S. on a 
slave-ship back In 1843. 
»He came with his three, 
brothers and two/( 
sisters. 


W My Great, great. \ 
’great Grondad worked 
in the fields for a 
dude named Smith. 
Accordin' to some, 
k he was straight to / 
his slaves, y 


W His wife \ 
1 buried 'im right \ 
after Grondad fell 
over an’ died from 
l exhaustion and . 
\ excessive / 
beatings. 


y Great Grandfather Ezra ^ 
rand his wife Enid-May decided' 
i to stay on their parents’ 

farm an’ try to make A 
^^^somefhin’ of it. 


after a 
couple of 
c-gray coats 


rAAy Grandfath er burled^ 
his parents right after 
the Ku Klux Klan tied ’em 
fcto crosses an burnt ’em ■ 
to ashl 


Written by MARV WOLFMAN Photographed by MICHELE WOLFMAN Starring: ALEX SIMMONS 















^Money was fine^ 
our neighbors were 
nice; they smiled 
at us, talked to 
us like we were 
s. equals. We were> 

set, man^M|| 


' bought a house in the ' 
suburbs of Boston, an' my 
, Dad got a job in 
n, an engineering / 


■ <•» W*M»- ’ ;: - 


r Mom, Dad ., 

I hope you 
don't mind, but 
I'm movin' back 
to Alabama 
tonight. ^ 
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Silly Sonnets and Rancid Rhymes from CRAZY'S Vault of Verse 


"Caution" 

When falling down stairs or 
rolling off shelves, 

Of this you must beware: 

Elephant riders and dirty blue elves 
Will multiply in your hair. 

To get them out you must obey 
And followmy every command: 

Eat walrus whiskers every day, 

And give me all your money. 



"You" 

You walk in the window. 
You peer through the door. 
You stand on the ceiling. 
You hang from the floor. 
You weirdo freak! 


"The Nightly News" 

Kill! Hate! Inflame! 
Murder, Hit, and Maim! 
Stomp, Tromp, Rend! 
Ain't life grand? 


Migi Wfc 
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ACnAzy EdiTORiAl 


Let's see ... so far this column has singlehandedly 
solved the gas shortage, the problem of inflation, and 
the question of impeachment. So this time around, we 
figured we'd tackle a really important Burning Issue 
Our topic:"'What is funny?" 

Your first response might well be, "Jokes." Or per¬ 
haps: “So far, not this editorial.” And we agree. But 
neither of those answers is really where the ha-ha's 
are at. We must ask ourselves, “Selves, what makes 
us chortle? Guffaw? Gasp? Grin?" 

And now, having penetrated to the root of the prob¬ 
lem, the answer becomes as obvious as the crawl- 
space on your face. We can all clearly see that ven¬ 
tilator shafts are funny. But not just ventilator shafts: 
that revelation leads us to dozens more. Nurses' uni¬ 
forms are funny. Shoeboxes are funny. Used cars are 
a rib-tickler. Deodorant is a veritable thigh-slapper. 
And, Lord knows, awnings—hee hee ha ha ho ho ho— 
awnings— gasp, choke, wheeze—AWNINGS are just 
short of—waauggh! -hysterical! 

Ahem. (We regain our composure.) 

Further extrapolation tells us that door-knockers are 
funny, but doors are not. Vacuum cleaner bags are 
funny, but vacuum cleaners are not. Live chickens 


are funnier than cooked ones. Cows are much funnier 
than horses, but bulls aren't amusing at all. 

Civilized people are a bore, but barbarians and mur¬ 
derous savages are a riot. Bookkeepers, McRonald's 
waitresses, censors, ushers, generals, presidents (of 
anything), and middle-echelon executives are a bar¬ 
rel of laughs. 

Among foodstuffs, potatoes are basically dull, but 
yams conjure up a knowing smile. Sausage and pork 
chops are funny, but bacon is a bore unless some¬ 
one brings it home. Many people think radish jokes 
are funny, but / find them in extremely poor taste, so 
you'll never read one in this magazine while I'm the 
editor! Nosireel! I've got morals! Ethics! Principles!!! 
(Morals, ethics, and principles are funny.) 

We hope this settles the question once and for all of 
what is funny, because in our next editorial we plan 
to probe some cf the deeper philosophical implica¬ 
tions of the Ventilator Shaft Theory of Humor and 
what they may mean to your daily life. 

Next Issue: "God as Cosmic Comic—Was Humanity 
A Punch Line He Threw Away?" 

' —Steve Gerber, CRAZY Editor 



COMING ATTRACTIONS 


Next issue, your Crazy staff takes an in-depth 
look at the Number One Disease of the 
Sickening 'Seventies: PARANOIA. Discover 
who's out to get you and why in these trepida¬ 
tion-fraught features... 

□ END OF THE WORLD COMICS: a laff riot 
as the CIA and an aerosol can join in a plot 
to assassinate mankind. 

□ GROWING OLD GROSSLY: Senior citi¬ 
zens on a rampage— and you're the target, 
young person. 

□ STUPID STORIES ILLUSTRATED: Crazy's 
own pulp magazine proves you can't even 
escape to the past! 

□ RHODENT: A modern housewife's plight- 
will she save her husband, or her Nielsen 
ratings? 

□ BICENTENNIAL MINUTES: 180 revolting 
seconds that ask the musical questions, 
"Can we make it to 1976, and why bother?" 

PLUS: Moosekind, Crazy Lady, Ecological 
Crazies, Underground Almanac, Hot Flashes, 
the Poetry Corner, and other assorted dumb¬ 
ness, all in the twelfth twonderful issue of the 
Magazine that Dares to be Dumb! 








THESE DAYS. WHAT CAN A KID GET FAR s 4.00 ? 



J FORTUNE * 
*TELLING j 


C FORTUNE 1 
TELUNS • 


H 


NOT MUCH 


$1000 


TTjTWTTlTrT™ Today, any of the four entertainments shown above costs 50 to 300% more than it did 
E A- T- lJB ten years ago. Today, a real estate investment (like maybe a nice bridge) can easily 
run into the four-figure bracket. Today, about all a kid can buy for his $4.00 is a seven-issue subscription 
to CRAZY MAGAZINE. 

Only CRAZY MAGAZINE has kept its price down. Why, ten years ago, you couldn’t get a subscription to 
CRAZY for all the gold in Fort Knox!Today,it's yours for a mere four bucks in check or money order. Fight 
inflation. Subscribe to CRAZY today. Give up reading tomorrow. 


Yes!! Yes!! Oh, yes!! I can’t bear a moment more without being sure that CRAZY will come hurling 
at my door seven times a year! I enclose-for-subscription(s) to CRAZY at a mea¬ 

gre. paltry, insignificant $4.00 per year. Send to: CRAZY SUBSCRIPTION DEPT., c/o Marvel Maga¬ 
zines, 575 Madison Ave., New York, N.Y. 10022 

Name.. 


Address. 
City. 
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I NORRISI 
TIME FOR 
DIN-DIN' 


how much 


(Yawn) Rats! Thot dimwit 
owner of mine woke me 
|ust as I was hurling 
Lassie off o cliff. 


rou Know 
you love NINE LIES 
CAT FOOD, Norris. 


Blow it out your 
ear, twit. I'm not 
ungry I m finicky! 


Uh-oh. Here she 
comes. Its roof 
time for me! 


Nine Lies has so 
many wonderful and 
delicious treats to 
choose from .. . 


She won t come up 
here. Only o crazy 
person would — 


mangled kidney, 
beef barf, 
lumpy liver, 
mashed 
mackerel. . 


NORRIS! 


Oh, fish! 
Maybo the 
chimney . . .! 


That'll teach you 


Poisoned 

goldfish. 

Arrgh. 
I'm dying. 


Chopped goldfish? 

My favorite! I ll 
forget about being 
finicky for now. 


WRITER: CARLA CONWAT 


ARTIST: VANCE RODEWALT 
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Beat It, bozo— 
and toke thot 
garbage with you ... 
You know l‘m 
finicky! 
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